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. Walpole’s “The Cathedral”

s E{mnl.cog;“ E’uh Walpele,
OT = monthk sgo Mr. Hugh
{ Waulpole mads “The Bright
Shaw!™ his occasion for a
. % protast mgainst the imperti-
" nent habit reviewers have of

ing sethors up and examining their
asis after every Tmew bhook—of ponder-
the relative merite of
“The Three Black

smays” and even more unkindly of
| Siedn Condon” and “Alice Adams”™
%-ﬂuphon eare not quite true, no

\

pow old they are, and
’ of Mr. Walpole's does mot
i conceal the logical fallacy of
m:."u the most microgcopicali,
; eriticism to the irreme-
Jifting of & tap-rooted radiah.
far scundex basis of com-
the sadmiring sn-
=qments of, say, Mr. Doran and
sdmiring sonouncements of My,
‘?‘w Eanderson, though a publisher
an, afortunately, offer no actual
mphic evidence of his book's
: or betwien the reviewer
<he regretfully back from
“Sall's resa” to “The Man of
wrty" and the gardener who finds
1::’_&#]6 have been faithful to
<he geon Globe. The only question,
¥z, Walpole is eore, that his contem-
are antitled to ask of &n artist
§ ¢r be has for them an indi-
vidusl personality that means some-
1 seesms, then, no more than polite
try apswering this question with “The
" us one's unigue bone—after
oll, b4 memory of “The Times" lit-
ey supplement’s bewilderment when
s of Earth" descended upon it
¢ 48 isolated phenomernon need not
ten one off becauss, in the first
at% there is nothing very mysterious
1"ihe Cathedral,” and in the gecond
%8¢ it is not necessary really to for-
igd “A Prelude to Adventure” snd
Gods gnd Mr. Perrin” when Arch-
n Branden discovers which way
pness liee—it is only necessary not
smention them.
fhe first words on the first
igs pames of the Rev. Adam

rander,

4t he was  aften alluded to as the

of Polchester; the last words of
sairly distant 459th page chronicle
s jgnominioun defeat and his death,

& meommonly numerous ecalamitien
befell him between October, 1598,
June 22, 1897—Victoria the Good's

ik jubilee.

of Job, who was afterward so
rilv provided with new wives
mdnew.cattle and new children, Areh-
atten Brandon suffered more misfor-
mms than any other character in lit-
pitere who does not owe his existance

& Mr. Thomas Hardy; more, in faet,

des readers are likely to accept from
other author than a demi-urge gra-

nﬂ, giving his creature an oppor-
4iiity ¢o prove & dsintereated devotion.
has only to wait for the twenty-
§m to maet the proud canon’s
Ylow—his anly son, his first-born,
wb st down from Oxford; and, oddly

a‘ﬁ, he came home to Polchester

wihs vry train which brought the

w8 (mn Ronder, who was to prove

s fther's Wellington. Perhaps,

il it (sn't g0 odd, because Eng-
Wr! courss, only take the
g Wt drrive juet in time for tea.

jap mventy-gix the archdeacon’s

#dgeaming top-hat, shining, as

of the city’s majesty, above

i 2owd, was snatched from his

Age Are |

sighad acquired so striking a position |

i the intervening pages chronicle |

Certainly, with the ex-|

By Frances Newman i

head and tossed into the air .
by an elephant.

in love with another lonely and un-
satisfied moul.

well-bred plotting. And in the rest of
the pages Falk
| # publican’s daughter, the publican
| gave the archdescon & public thrash-
ing, a drunken painter cursed him in
! his own eathedral, his wife left him,

© his ecandidate for the living of Pybus

| 8t. Anthony was defeated—and he sat
| down and died.

All of this might seem to indicate
that Mr. Walpole wrote his hook to
prove, in spite of all the evidence to
the contrary, that pride still goes be-
fore & fall.

i:
| nlthough his clever selfishness is ex-
tremely well done, in Canon Ronder;
| and neither is Joan Brandon ite hero-
ine, for all that she acquired a belted

ness of her father's portrait to the
portrait Anthony Trollope drew of
iAmhdentnn Grantly, ef Plumstead, in
| Barchestershire, father to Lady Dum-
| bello, who did not converse.

| L]

| The cathedral is the protagonist—
(8nd the cathedral is not merely Pol-
| chester Cathedral, which Mr, “gnlpolc

to | "vtems to have created in the image

| An Ideal for Teachers

of Durham Cathedral even tn & recon-
struetion of the blue marble tomb
which once inclosed the maered dust
of the Venerable Bede: it is the church
of pomp and power which is slwgs
threatening the church of the spirit,
the church of gaiters and miters
| against the church of “The Altar

f

| eries and bishoprics snd even arch-

human ambitions which nature gives
jalike to attaches, to barristers, and to
| the elergy.

The only Canon whose witticisms
have crossed the Atlantic—the Rev.
Sydney Smith—onece told a kind little
girl who was stroking = turtle’s shell
to pleage the turtle tﬁn.t she might as
well stroke the dome of Ht. Paul's to
| pleage the dean and chapter. And Mr.
Walpole's attentions to his ecathedral
| leave one reader (as Mr. Walpole would
say) unmoved by all of this scheming
in a precinct.

should be seriously concerned over the
living of Pybus St. Anthony, and the
| consequence is that, although Mr, Wal-
ipola’a prose is not too unworthy of
| Cambridge, the book is undoubtedly
{dull reading. The writing between the
| lines gets in the way of whatever in-
terest one might feel in the unfortu-
nate Miss Milton, whom the Archdeacon
]diumiued from her library post be-
| cause she sat on “Sentimental Tommy”
when his wife gent for it so that aga
might save it for old Lady St. Leath,
and who by a very strangs coincidence
happened to have rooms with & window
looking on the house of Mra. Brandon's
lover.

Now that people can mcarcaly put up
with any plet in & literary nove » Buch
Iago-like chicanery und revenge mnke
a book date terribly. And, despite Mr,
Walpole's famous “atmosphere,” the
cathedrsl’s towers are too tzll and too
golidly roofed for one to feel even &
symbolic tenderness for it.

L Two Books

of Memoirs

ngu OM AUTHORS. By Caroline

knor. Houghton Mifflin Company.
IRS OF THE MEMORABLH. By
Jdames Denham. George H. Doran.

HO remembera a year when
we had soc many books by
snd mbout Intsresting peo-
ple se this fall of 192287

Bl gach are these two volumes, one by
4 Amarican woman, the other by an

Snglishman,

Misa Caroline Tleknor one might eall

8 joint helr with Mrs. Fields to that

company of distinguished writers whose

wprks wers published by the famous

Boston firm, Ticknor & Fields. Misa

Ticknor {s s direct descendant of the

Heston publishers from her grandfs-

*her, William D. Ticknor, who was suc-

weded in the firm of Ticknor & Fields

%y her pncle, Howard Malcolm Tlck-

%, and later by her father, Benjamin

Hglt Tieknor. With such comnections

e has had access to a valusble store

tlsHlers written to their publishers by

e authors of whom she writes. Many

| ftresting anecdoves were handed down

ket by membera of her family before

s had personal scquaintance with

 lone men herself.

The list begina with Dickens, Haw-

Yoms, Longfellow, Whittier and in-

tide Mark Twain, Fugene Fleld, Lew

Dickens's visit to Boston in 1887 is
Wphicslly described. All Miss Tick-
e tells us of him, of his American
Hands, Longtellow, Holmes, Aldrich,
Mome. and the kindly attentions
Mewered upen im by hite publishers,

Belnor & Fields, brings him before us
an intimste and most attractive

gﬂ"

[ -

2wy & notable g-rau%. They fully
®oyed lifa and knew how to make
t most of it. Miks Ticknor vmte_d
Wby years later, in London, Dickens's
. %, and learned much of the great
. Umiist's family and home life, which
ftaeribed as it was told to her by
0w who had loved him.

ter part of the book ia made
tiary f]:cm the authors to their
many of them business let-

rvpite ]

great interest except that
to the signatures,
f anecdotes were told in the
mily by Howard M. Ticknor
; some of the early com-
to “The Atlantic Monthly,”
he was then assistant editor,
and Henry Ward Beecher
. Of Edward Beecher she
he was always in a hurry,
ailed in his religious duties,
Gteasion he rushed into the
prayer time shouting, “All
| §0Ur knees. Let us pray. I've
:N minuies to catch the Hart-

.
b ner given to W. D. Howella
%;l' Seventy - fifth birthday Miss
Menine 100tes from his address that
_ﬁm :‘i of his glowing tribute
g:o othes n: “If I had been witness
gl‘olﬂs i
on

&
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mrpr{ntngrthinm of Ame;-
B in my ears of ob-
WINHon, § should (hi

. 10 have lived at

Rhoge

ink it glory
the same time
'll:: ::ndlwith the l:noan

N&me must always embody
: A Bumor to human remem.
WAl
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Willace, Henry James and many othera. | ¢,

tor- | then, high de

By Esther Eaton

utinf. He was verly particular con-
| cerning “Br'er Rabbit’s” pictureas. Miss
| Ticknor relates the pathetic ending of
one of Harris's atories, “Blue Dave':
“When the old mistress came to die
she thought she was taking a journey
driven in her carriage by ier faithful
negro. ‘The carriage ‘Fes smoothly
along here,” ghe sald. Then after a
little pause she asked, ‘Is David driv-
ing? The weepinﬁ negro cried out
from a cormer of the room, ‘T'aint po’
Dave, mistress]l De good Lord done
tuck hold er de lines!' And o dream-
ing, a8 a little child wounld dream, the
old lady slipped from life into the
beatitu es,h
mean &n ing.

Mizs ’Fﬁ:knor vigited often in Eng-
land. Btories of George Eliot, Du
Maurler, the Coleridge family, descend-
&nts of the poet, enliven the pages.
The grandniece of Jane Austen, who
| charmingly entertained Miss Ticknor;
Thackeray’s daughter, Lady Ritchie,
who told her many absorbing stories of
he_r famous father, are generous con-
tributors to the interest of the book,
which is admirabl rinted in clesr,
large type mnd ilﬂm?rnted with por-
| traite of many of the suthors (one of
the finest hem{g 8 portrait of Henry
James) and with faceimiles of their
letters.

L L ] [ ]

Sir James Denham, in his “}e:
of the Memorable,” ig u‘lf—ncordr:; If:
this volume as a thoroughly likeable
Englishman, He has taste, culture, un-
limited bonhomie and pgenerous "tem-
perament. At the same time he gives

6 impreseion of distinet insularity.
His frequent visits to the Continent
teke him over a rather limited eircuit.
He has no anti-American feeling: in-
deed, his youthful wanderings in and
around Romle were charmesu by the
companionship of the sculptor Storey
and his son. One of the American
| women married to an Englinhmm, too
| commands his unqualifieg praise for

]
| her exceptional social savoir in thel

| higher circles. Yet he never see

have felt any Interest in Americ:“n::
to have expressed a wish to examine it
at close range. Perhaps it is as well
since by this omission we ere spared
one more of those ‘“Impresaions of
America” by Englishmen who stay here
twenty-four hours or so and then write

lb‘%’“l us.

ell born, an Oxford man, wi -
fur_l:nhle means, possessing a ut:gi;:nilt
delicete and limited poetie vein, 8ir
James Denham added to these d
thinﬁ:_ the honor of becoming an BE |
Yet his contacts have -evidently been
social rather than political, and he re-
counts innumerable week-ends in the
country houses of delightful friends,
which often extended to whole fort.
nights and longer.

y all counts Sir James is a Vie-
torian. His very leisure proves it. And
a vein of seriousness &uut hiz time
and acquaintances. One " ecould not
imagine his rudinf Lytton Strachey
with any relish, for he weunld be
shocked. He has, too, apparently, com-
mitted Burke's “Peersge” to memory.

Omne or two chapters are devoted to
the intricacles of goeial rank and
rrecedence, questions which before the
war were no doubt of muech importance
to the great people of the tight little
Isle, but now must seem, even to them,
strangely out of tune with the times.
To American readers they are weari-
some and inconsequential.

Sir James is a good sto?
ever, and has mere
ones, together with others entirely Vie-
torian in their stiff propriety. e is
an sgreeable writer whose specimen
sonnets have charm and whose prose
kas an unfailin

teller, how-
fome rare

On ninety-two the archdescon's
patient y of & wifa, who had con- |
soiously hated her magnificent lord
since tte day five years before when

he publiely told her that she knew
nothing whatever about primroses, feli |

On page one hundred |
and fourteen Canon Ronder began his |

randon eloped with

f But Archdeacon Brandon |
| is not the hero of this story; neither, |

earl and thereby increased the like- |

Bteps”; the church which ereates dean- |

|
Ibishopriu. and then, as Trollope uys,'s_ I
forbids its young curates the very

It seems impossible that any one |

if the smiles of the dead |

ace, with, now and
be |

i
|

Elliot H. Peul, author of “Indelible.”

o

A coricature by Stwart Daris

|

{THE REFORM OF EDUCATION.
| Glovannl Gentils, Harcourt, Brace,
HIS is & compilation of a perjes
of lectures delivered to the
teachers of the city of Triests,
shortly after its restoration to
| Italy, “to welcome them to thelr new
| duties as citizens and officials,” I 1s,
|in fact, & continuation of what we are
| told is Gentile's epocial mission, “Lo
| shake Ttaly out of its doze of natural-
{1sm back into idealistic philosophy.’

{, There is a certain fascination sbout
| ideslistic philosophy, even to the renlist
who belleves that he really sees what he
| thinks he sees., It is something of an
| exalting experience to be lifted out of
| the materialiam of present-day thought
{into the realm of idealism, where only
| the things of the spirit are of worth,

| . Gentile has been a leader of modern
| Italian thought. A philosopher and a
| student, he has given s ecial atien-
| tion to eduutionnf and religious prob-
{lems, and, says Croce, himself one of
tho leaders of Italian thought, “we
owe it to Gentile that Italian peda-
togf' has atiainéd in the present day
a simplicity and a depth of concepts
elsewhere unknown. + . For our
Bge, eager and anxious for Ifaith, is
perhai:l not yet completely resigned
to look for the new creed of humanity
there where alone it ‘may be found,
where by firm resolve it may be se-
cured—in pure Thought. It is not the
duty of thinkers to settle economic
and politicel contentions by ineffective
appeals to the brotherhood of man,
but rather to compose mental differ.
ences and antagonisms, and thus form
the new faith of humanity—s new
Christianity, or a new Humanism, ss
we may wish to call it.”

43 was natural under the eircum-
stances, the first lecture had to do with
Educatfon and Nationallam, “A na-
tion is & nation only when it wills
to be one.” The organization of tle
state is the expression of that will
| "It must, therefore, act in such a man-
|mer as to realize its own personality
{in the form of the state, beyond which
| thers is no collective will, no person-
ality of the people. And it must act
seriously, eacrificing the individual
to the collective whole, and welcoming
martyrdom, which in every case is
but the sacrifice of the Individual to
the universal, the lavishing of our own
sehf for the ideal for which we
torl. . .
“A. matlion, then, Is not something
which exists in nature, but a great
| spiritual reality, therefore, like all that
'is in and for the epirit, ft is never
fact ready to be ascertained, but al-
ways a mission, a purpose, something
|that has to be realized—an action.”
| This sction is the universal will.
| The lectures which follow ars con-
secutive cha%ters in the exposzition of
the philosophy of the author and its
epplication to educational problems.

nitg of the spiritual life, rather than
the deniel of the realistic philosophy,
the enemy of this unity, is his thesis,

He does not defy the materislist in a
denial of the materialistic eubstance
of the paper, leather and type forms
| *which gives us from generation to
| generation the Divine Comedy,” but he
I tells us that “the book contains for
us exactly what we are capable of
finding there, no mora, no less. The
Divine Comedy which we know, the
only one that exists for us, is that one
that lives in our souls and which is
a function of the eriticiem which in-
terprets it, understands it and appre-
clates it."” . :

8o the purpose of education i3 te¢
give us understanding, which Gentile
calls culture. “Education is the cre
atlon of a living culture which shali
be the life of the epirit, which, in-
deed, is the spirit.” This spirit is al-
ways moving forwasrd, reaching out,
grasping the present from the future
to add it to the past, and so enrich
not only the individual past but the
inheritance of the race. Culture is
|the adaptation of the spiritual inheri
tance u? the race to the spiritual life
of the individual, always in terms of
“becoming.” “Culture is what we our-
selves are making—it is mot in books
nor in the brains of others; it exiets
in our own mouls as it is gradually
beirg devaloped there.”

The attainment of cuiture is always
an effort, s striving to become. But
it is not to be looked upon as work
In the sense of drudgery, but in the
genge of libaration and freedom.
Hereln is man distinguished from the
animal—man expresses his will and
| consciousness in work, and, in turnm,
| hia work is will and his _work is con-
| sclousness. Herein is liberly, since
'in the measure of his work 1s man
| free;—his constant becoming, to be
what he wills to be. Frexi m is &
process, not & fixed thing. 14, too, is
a becoming. Here we get u glimpse
of the doctrine of unity and continuity
of spirit which is the bagsis of Gentile's
thinﬁi'a:. 5 - .

None of this {s light reading, and
one finds oneself in deep water as
one follows the chapters on “Realism
and Idealism” and the “Basis of Real-
18m,"” where something of a knowledge
of the history of philosophy is as-
sumed on the part of the readers. We
are & bit aghast as he calls science
“mythology,” “that science which is
imagined as towering over and above
the men who toil and suffer, think and
struggle in quest of light and its force,
that science which would be so bean-
tiful and majestic and impreasive were
it not for the fact thet it does not
exist,” But we find that escience is
non-existent, in that it is not infallible,
in that “we who constitute science are
subject to error, and, being ourselves
prone to fail, we expose science to the
same danger.”

Science, then, is also a part of the unl
ty of the gpirit, & part of culture, having

By

, By Cecilia Famclr

| no really separate existence, snd, like
]Cl-l”-}lrf.‘-. fu never statie, but is “a be-
coming.” It is {n this “becomingness”
that we are to look for what we are
given to calling scientific laws, which
exist for us only when we lave made
them a part of our own thought-—
that thought which, Gentile tells us,
is life. So there can be no fixed laws,
pre-suppoesed hefore the spirit,

Unity of educatich "instead of its
divislon (into what we have commonly
called physical, intellectual and moral}
is the goal, Culture being the ulti-
mate end, and culture being life
(rather than a product of life), cuiture
must have unity. “Education, properly
#o called, will result from the ensemble
uf these particular educations.” Each
field’ produces certain peculiar results,
which it would be idle to demand of
another, ms each is other-self exclu-
sive, Therefore each subject must be
taught separately and by different in-
structors, each Instructor being care-
ful to excluds all not of his own field,
and not to mix the several parts which
compoee his egubject—-as, for instance,
when the French Revolution is taugh
the unification of Itely must be laid
aside for the time, though the whole,
and all of the range of the past, con-
stitutes the field of histery,

The chapter. on  “Character and
Physical Education” might well be pent
to the athletic directors of most of
our own echools. Physical prowess and
perfection, we are teld, is desirable
only in that it contributes to that
higher development of wepirit which ia
the goal of srl education, That when
it becomen an end in itself it becomes
like the trninlng of prize fighters or
trick animals. “The teacher of phys-
ical education must alwaya bear in
mind that he is not dealing with bodles.
He, too, 18 dealing with souls, and col-
laborates in the moral preparation and
| advancement of mankind.”

Art and religion in their relation to
education ia the subject of the last
lecture., Here unity of gpirit is again
emphasized, and the auther's idealistic
philosophy lends us into deep water,
But the whole function of education
is not to give religion, nor yet art,
nor yet mathematicas—"we want math-
ematics, but we want it In man. The
same for religion, sconomics, poetry
and all the rest. Otherwise we suffo-
cate and die stifled. For all these are
things, but there is no life, and thinga
oppress and kill us, Therefors let us
spiritualize things by reviving the
spirit. Let us relesse it, that it may
freely move in the organic unity of
nature, Edueation {sa truly human
when it has for its contents the ideal
of the splrit—phllosophy.”

Notes

which is the first free verse novel, is

BRINK: “Suppose I do Richard the
Third in soliloguy. Robert Frost wrote
of the countryeidea north of Boston;
Edgar Lees Masters of the neighbor-
horing willage in Spoon River, Would
not tgo nert etep in the transcription
of our times be an exposition of the
American hegira from back country
and village £“m into the eity—that
folk movement which changed the
United States population from B0 per
cent rural to a Enra 56 per cent? ‘Down
the River' would be the utor{ of that
ethric trend. The book is in poetic
moments, because I used to have to
skip so much of the filler in the ordi-
nary novel, and that seemed such bad
logic. As a child I dreamed all my
wint®rs Iong of summer, which meant
vacation up the river in the country,

dom and romgnce.
became poetic Images of ‘sic transit’
to me, with sunset's coulsur de rose
over the mountrins at one end of the
joumeﬁ,
over the ii]:aminad.city ut. tha other.”
ALEC WAUGH, one of the youngest of
the young English novelists, is the son
of Arthur Waugh, the well known lit-
erary critie. At twenty-four he hag
already published three novels, and
will hava another one out this month,
entitled “Roland Whately.”

CHARLES G. NORRIS'S
Big Nowvel of Marriage

. BRASS

is still selling
£3.60 at any bookstors, poatage exirs

E. P. Dutton & Co., 081 Fifth Av.,, N, X,

BOOKS BOUGHT

Entire Libraries or Single Vol-
umes. Highsst prices paid. Rep-
resentative will call, Cash paid
and books removed promptly.

A. R. WOMRATH, Inc.

Formerly Hemry Mnalknan, Ine,,
42 Broadway. Phene Broad 3000,

More than a Million Copies Sold

BEAUTIFUL JOE

The Adutobiograpiy of a Dog
By MARSHALL SAUNDERS

Tosdy. Writhem

Revised Bdliion, THostrated, §LA0.-aow
far e2114ren—reed by sdalts, teo, At yosr Bocksiars, &2

/THE JUDSON PRESS, 1791-1783 Chestaut 1., Phils.

The genesia of “Down the Rivar,"‘

thus explained by the anthor, ROSCORE |

away from the eity—there was free- |
e trips naturally |

arnd the night pgiven halo |
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“The Damnation of Theson Ware”

AROLD FREDERIC was born

in 1858 and diéd {n 1898.

Since he lived to be forty-two

it 1s probable that the work

he left represents the best he
had in him to do. Yet any one read-
ing “The Damnation of Theron Ware,”
which bears copyright date of 1808, re-
ceives n strong impression of budding
genlus which only wanted time to flower
in a really great work. Even the title
has the bold surensss of a.astroke of
igenius, and the whole book leaves such
| sense of actuality an can never be
forgotten. Ask jourself only what
other Amerlcan novel of the '00s
is remembered at all; what writer
oven? There {s Howells, but he was dim
even while he wrote. Heo was a living
legend. I chooss to,put Mark Twain
arbitrarily out of the reckoning as &
novalist, Henry James, of course—{for
those who liked him. I ean't think of
| any other individually at tha moment.
They all run together into one general
impression—producars of lively pat-
terned trade goods, whose high colors
have faded with their names. But
Harold Frederic—well, he wrote “The
Damnation of Theron Ware,” and, in
the idiom of his day, don’t you forget
it, hecause wyou cannot. Whether it
will outlive the generation that refd
| it in their youth is hard to say, but
with them it is securs m memory,

L) a &

It is a study of tha author's own

time, Tho elassics often are that, But
it is not at all in the popular vein of
the time. It is neither sentimental, ro-
mantic nor didactic, but calmly realis-
tic. The story it unfolda iz simple
enough, Theron Ware was an ingenu-
ous and enthusiastic young man, of de-
cent and kindly instincis, if no great
intellectual parts, who seemed happily
placed as & Methodist minister. He
had only one apparent weakness, a ten-
dency to live beyond his mesns; but
when those means are kept in mind,
$800 per annum and a parsonsge, that
is excusable an the mere exuberance of
yvouth, Otherwise he was as near con-
tent as o natural ambition to rise in
his calling allowed. He had a charm-
ing young wife who was entirely
adapted to him, even to the point of
being a trifie his superior in charscter
and not suspecting it. He was natu-
rally religious, in shu emotional senne;
therefore when he was disappointed, in
his second ministerinl charge, by being
gent to a small and difficult pariah (dia-
cipline for having got in debt, though
he did not suspect it), he took it with
Christian resignation, hoping to gain
| grace through adversity. ne could
well imagine him doing =0, and thus
fortified, rising by degrees till he he-
came a leading light in his profession;
dying a bishop, ielovcd and honored
by aff.

. ) °

It is exactly that lovable quality
which brought about his downfall. He
was like an eager and affectionate
puppy, nosing trustfully sbout & novel
wurfd until he came across something
of a deliclous flavor and a hif‘h!y in-
digestible quality. And to hia milk-
fed mind almoat anything in the nature
of an {dea waa indigestible. His gheer
naivate brought him to the notice of
three sophisticated persons whom  in
the ordinary course of events he should
never have met at all -

One was the Catholie priest of his
town, Father Forbes. One was a skep-
tical and case-hardened sclentist, Dr.
pLedsmar. One was & high-headed
young beauty, who called herself o
nominal Catholic and a fundamental
pagan, Celia Madden, Cella could glye
cards and spades to the girla of to-
day when it came to doing as she
pleased. Among them poor Theron had
not a Chinsman’s chance. He  was
flabbergasted by the sclentist, fascl-
nated by the privat, and he fell in love
with the lady. His downiall was not
grossly physical; it was mental and
moral. Being incapable of sophistica-

By lsabel Paterson

tion, he could only disintegrate. His
Httle sarthen pot wae bound to cone
to grief amonf the shiny brass ones.
And after the three had unintentional-
ly smashed all his beliefs and i{deals,
they threw the pieces out. Naturally,
they blamed his weakness {nstead of
their own hardness. \As a fit climax to
his mental debauch, Theron then went
on & literal spree; and was very ap-
1.rolpr1atuly reacued by the wife of a
revivalist of his own connection, who
had conducted = campaign at his
chureh, ‘Bhe scolded and petted him
hack to sanity, sdministered all the
horse sense he could assimilate, and
handed him over to his wife. The last
the reader seces of Theron, he la out
of the ministry and headed for the
West. For Seattle, to be exact, He
did not just know what he would do
there, but thought of politics. It ia al-
together likely he is a Congressman at
this moment. He might slmost be
Willim J Bryan, {f Bryan only hap-
pened to hail from Seattle. For after
watching the pitiless exposure of
Theron's mind, one understands Brysn.
(Jne perceivea that a profound and (in
the circumstancui sane instinet
prompta Bryan to eling tooth and toe-
nail to his 1880 orthodoxy, Such a type
of mentality is not strong enough for
change or growth. It cannot endure
the abrasion of idess. To try to alter
it is only to wreck it Compassion
eays: “Ephraim is joined to his Idols;
let him alone.” They are ail he Has,
and very lkely they will save him in
the end, They are the face which
truth presents to him, and better, at
any rate, than nothing, g
L] L] -

So the central merit of the book s
o character completely depictad inside
and out. Behind that one percelves—
a8 In all good novele—a complete and
homogenecous social fabrie, As a study
of an American small town it Is far
more profound than “Main Street,” and
it in never dull, Nor did Frederic need
to resort to wverbal tricks and pyro-
technieas for color and interest. He
wrote in & leisurely and unemphatic
fashion, taking all the space he need-
e but no more. He worked with com-
plete detachment, by a north light. No-
body in the book seemed to engage his
sympathy to any marked degree, And
while Theron, and Theron's wife, and
the revivallat lady, are rendered com-
plete, he did not get below the surface
of the. other characters, Perhaps in
these two faocts lies the reason the book
iugt faila of being great. Perhaps
Frederic had & certain animus in the
writing of it. His career, and a few
comments of hls contemporariea, dia-
coverable in cld magazines, indicate
the possibility, Harold Frederie was
aparently a journallst all his life; and
in 1884 he went to London as corre-
:«Fondunt for “The New York Times.”
He never came back, and is reportad
an eaying that America was imposaible
after the richar civilization of the Old
World., Evidently he had felt eramped
or cheated in his youth. Yet hia two
novels of London lig‘a are much inferior
to "Theron Ware,” and even to hia two
American historical novels. Perhape
he understcod Theron so well because
he was himself dazzlad by an exotic
culture, The assumption f; strength-
ened by a glanca at hia thoroughly for-
gotten volume on—of all things!—that

ountebank Kaiser of Germany now
s.\aticatlng in Holland, Frederic
thought well of Wilhelm. He could
not pierce the tin-plate “shining ar-
mor,” was bluffed by the swaggering
mustache, It la extraordinary, in view
of hia almost eynieal penetration of
his own people. And it is another in-
stance of the fact that good work in the
arts hes long roots, must strike into the
very soil from whence the artlst

| aprings, and be molded of his ehild-

hood impresgions and stored up mem-
orles. The lads who sre heading for
Europe now, In search of a proper at-
mosphere, may learn that in time,
Thera is another posaible clew to
Frederic's disgruntlement in the fact
that while most of his novels were ia-
sued bf 8 very well known New York
firm of publishers, * Theron Ware”
beara the Imprint of & comparatively
obscure firm, now out of business. Per-
haps he knew it was his hest work,
and was discouraged by difficulty in

getting 1t befors the public. ho
hnnwﬁ
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any knowledge.”
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Of FIELDING SARGENT

WILL CUPPY writes in The New York Tribune: “If I
| owned ‘Fielding Sargent’ I should boom it with my last
| cent as the first introduction to
tional form., I cannot see why it should not have an
immenss success In just that way. There is not a vague
word in the book, not an idea other than lucid. It is the
ycho-analysis of which I have

ELSA BARKER

Author Iof “Letters from a Living Dead Mon™
E. P. DUTTON & CO.

sycho-analysis in fle-
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New York

Suitable for avery occa- i
sion, affording lasting |j
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and obtainable at prices i
to sult every age mnd (i
‘taste and purse.
choice mssures a lup?y I
solution to the Giftfj
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THE TIGER OF FRANCE

Read the anthoratative biog-
raphy by his friend, Georges
Lecomte, who knows and
records every move and
characteristic of the pic-
turesque stalesman.

$1.75 at all bookssilers,
This Is An Appleton Book
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Are always acceptable. [fl |

Their ffl |

Clara Whitehill Hunt, before
the American Library Asso-
oietion  Conference, says:
“iAlice In Wonderland,’ ‘The
Water Babies,’ ‘The Jungle
Books® belong to the immor-
tals in children’s literatura,
but 1f I should return to earth
fifty or a hundred years from
now I should not be surprised
to find the children also read-
ing "Doctor Dollttle,’ "

Just Published—the new
Hugh Lofting book

The Voyages of Dr, Dolittie
= Ilustrated, §2.50

ETOKES, Publsher

P. A, Kinsley, Philadelphia
Record, saye of

HONORE
WILLSIE’S

New novel of the Westr

“Not ‘enly her #rst but one
of the greatest novels of the
year. . . . Justifies any word
of {traiu that can be said
of {t.” . ;

JUDITH

oF '!‘_I!l .
GODLESS VALLEY
“Theo :n::'md Canyon™

T

Poems” and Mr. W. H. Davies's new
volume, “The Hour of Magle,” Of the
former 12,000 coples wore sold within a
fortnight of publieation. Now that
poetry lovers heve had it proved to
them that a new volume of verse may
#till bs worth reading, 1 trust the popu-
larity of books about postry, by poets,
may begin to wane.
book which seema to me to do no good
to any one.
oxplain his msthetle philosophy, to give
awzay the tricks of his trade, to deter-
mine the extent to which s moral pur-
pose doos or does not underile his lyri-
cal
throngh a pretty tall hat,

! %he best thing a poot ean do with
Aip technique i to put it away into his
sub-conscious mind and leave It there
until he needa it. If he does not do
this it is bound to get batween him and
hin {nspiration.
as far ss one can judge, resnlts from
an aimost automatic process of self-
eritlelsm.
taste which is the result of education
and wide reading sand the exercize of
the critical faculty acting on an innate
gift can be trusted to operats to admi- | tion hitherto has always been based on
ration without
formulm. Many modern poets, however,
whose creative urge is feeble, revel In himeelf, by accident, in the ven of
long-winded discussions &8 to what|foshion, as when he rstatas that -‘Lh.-
poetry reslly ls, how it ought to balgnnd“t and most fully repressatative
written and go forth, and puhlish these
wordy discournes instead of
ahoad with their jobs.
Graves, for example,
a treatise
which he
“Lu Belle Dame Bans Merei,” and ex-
plaing to us precisely what Keatn had
in the back of his head (thoughts of
Fanny Brawne and of his hrother Tom)
while ha wans writing it.
a professional
plain to the
donea.
more conviction {f Mr. Grave: were a
bettar poet.
a rule, neither the time nor the incli-!
nation to aml‘vza tl:elr own secrets.

It in good news that the econtral of 5E
“The London Times” has now returned | tgl-clear erank.
to the Welter family, backed by the
Astor millions, and that the Hurus-
worth influence has been displaced. In
literary circles in England interssi iu
“The Times” {3 concentrated principal-
ly in ita admirable “Literary Supple-
ment.”
the “Literary Supplement” alone, but
latterly, thers were rumors that he had
designa upon its life,
assume that these demigns
shared by Mr. John Walter, and that
during the perlod of his régime the |lmew him, with the amblgueus light of
best English eritical weekly will be al- | a red torch somewhere in s denss fog
lowed to maintain its past standards, | And so he etill shines for me.”

London News Letter

By Douglas Goldring

HIS antumn has sesn the publl- | even if It never becomes & “paying
cflion of twe importamt vol- | Propusition

umes of Yoren, Professor A. E.| wyon 1 jaut hoard of Norman .
Housman's wonderful *Last |Doiglns he was wandering in Tyrol. '
When I lart saw him (over a yoar ago),
he waa smtnr in his tiny stody ondér
the reof in his hotel In Iﬁounca, read-
ing the proofs of “Alone” and corsing
the job of writing with such heartiness
that I never expectad him to set pen.
to paper agaln. But writing, if ft
happens to be your métier, is a thing
from which it {s diffcalt to escape
Douglas has, I hear, completed a new
volume of travel-sketches =snd par-
sonal impressions, on the same lines
ac “Alone,” and the hook will be pendy
for publicution in the ¢pring. Mrs.
Fletker (the poet's widow), mentloned
in a letter to me a few months back, ..
that she had lent him her copy of
“Ulyszes.”. 1 have always belleved that
Douglas is, of all my aeﬂullntmm, the .
most “unshockible.” evertheless, [
have s queer feeling that “Ulysses™ will
really shock him. It will be intorest-
ing to sce if the new book containms
any comment on Joyce. I cannet com-
celve of two minds more utterly dis-
similar than those of Joyes and
Donglas.

It in a clans of

When a poet sita down to

ocatasles, he - generally talks

Dean Inp'n naw volume of "Ouhg:n
en Essays” {s so provocative and ehal-
lenging that one does not wonder at its
popularity. It requires some courage
in a modern dean to obzerve that: “Ba-
hind the problem of our futurs rises
the great question whether any nation
whicﬁr sims at being a working-man's
paradise can long flourish, Civiliza-

The best “technique”

The kind of instinctive

of | Breat inequality.” Sometimes, by r=
| fuging to alter his earlier opinions to
| snit contemporary thought, he finds

the enenciation

| figure in'all Vietorian literature 1s, of
course, Alfred Tennyson.” And he ap
%Etﬁns|piiel 8 cold douchs to much humeani
Mr, Robert|tarian enthusiazm when he remarks,
has just written | sardenically, that “Culture has made
“On English Poetry,” in|the lot of the majority worse ratae:
peycho-anaiyzes Keats's poem | than better.”

! The prefatory note which Max Beer
bohm hag written for hie new volume of
cartoons "Rossett] and His Circle,” ia
extremely interesting in view of the
light which it sheds upon his own mind
81 and personality, “Byrom, Disraell and
CBITY | Roesetti,” he writes, “these zeem to me
the three most Interesting men that
England had in the nineteerth century.
{ England had plenty of greater men.
| Shelley, for example, was o far finer
[ poet ti{sn Byren. But he was not in
imgelf interesting;. he was juat a erys
To . be interesting =
man must be complex and elukive. And
| 1 rather faney it, must be & great ad-
| vantage for him to Have been born ont-
| side his proper time and place. Dis-
| raell, a8 Grand Vizier to some Sultan,
in a bygone age, mightn't have seemad
40 very remarkabio after all, Nor
might Hoseetti in the Qualtrocente and
by the Arns. But in London, In the
reat days of a deep, smug, thick, rich;
gmb industrial complacency, Rossett!
ghone, for the men and women whe

Speaking as
oet, he endeavors to ex-
aity how the thing 1
The explanation would

But better poets have, as |

The late Lord Northeliffe left

One can safdly
are not

e

| THE BREAK

FA

bring every man’s hand against him

| Judson Clark—young, handsome, the

owner of a hundred million dollars—fled
in panic to the corral, saddled a horse
and headed at a mad gallop for the
mountains—in the teeth of a blizzard!

What connection could there be be-
tween Judson Clark—rich, notorious,
infamous and dead—and young Dr. |
Richard Livingstone, from whose mem- |
ory the past was shut off as by a veil ?

Some men cannot face reality. To escape
‘it they will make supreme sacrifices. |f.
Others build up unconsciously :in their |§
minds a defense against the truth they !
cannot bear. The modern psychologist
| calls this the protective mechanism of fear.

Recollection snaps. THE BREAKING |

POINT is the story of the erection of just
such a barrier of?:)rgetfulum and its re-
sults upon a group of people who are in-
volved in a tragedy not of their own mak-
ing. This new novel combines the charm

of THE AMAZING INTERLUDE with §
the mystery and drama of THE BAT. Itlf
is a thrilling story that will hold you from f§
‘the first page to the last. A

POINT




